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   margins of a surrounded era 

      luminescence of undetermined purpose 

                   lay down among the limpid lawn 

                    here in this place of water 

                      and hours 

            lascivious on the way 

             grasping a taxi 

              after the dance 

     demonstrating why 

      a shape 

       lasts more than a sign 

                   a blink of an eye 

                    a thought in disgrace 

                     a melody half spoken 

             and the street consenting, 

               inconsiderate… 

  


